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The blond was there, sitting under the tree where he seemed to study whenever the weather was fair. He had 
a book propped against one raised knee, the other leg stretched out in front of him, his face hidden behind a 
veil of long honey colored hair. Bruce didn't need to see his face, he'd been noticing the man for nearly two 
weeks now and knew the features by heart. Impossibly fair skin, an angular jaw, and even though he had yet to 
get close enough to know for sure he knew the eyes had to be blue. With that coloring it was almost a 


certai nty. 


Bruce sat at one of the tables in the University courtyard and opened his laptop computer, pulling up the 

notes he'd made at the morrings lecture, but every few minutes he caught himself glancing up toward the 
mature oak across the way. He knew why he had recently taken to spending his midday break out here and 
why he was unable to focus on his studies. He gave up on even pretending to study now, he knew it was no 
use. He could barely tear his eyes from the blond man. The way the t-shirt hugged his torso. The way his 


faded skinny jeans clung to his long, lean legs. Though not normally attracted to men, Bruce had never felt so 


drawn to anyone in his life. 


After yet another night with his dreams haunted by the blond stranger, Bruce decided enough was enough. 
Whatever this attraction was, it wasn't going away so true to his straightforward nature he was going to do 
something about it. The following day was cool and overcast but still the blond was in the courtyard at 
lunchtime, sitting under the same tree, a jacket wrapped around him against the chill. He looked up with a start 
as Bruce dropped to the ground next to him. 

"Nasty day to be sitting out here, mate." 

The blond gave a somewhat shy smile. "I don't mind it" His voice was soft with a northern accent. 

"I'm Bruce, Bruce Dickinson." he offered his hand. 

"Janick Gers." His grip was soft but there was strength in it. 

"Janick? Unusual name." 

"My father was Polish." 

Bruce was relieved. At least the quiet - spoken man was friendly. "Fancy a drink after your last class, Janick?" 
"| would, but | have rehearsal. | play in a band" 

This intrigued Bruce. "Maybe I've heard of it, | known some of the local bands." 

"We're called White Spirit. Mostly metal, some new age," 


Bruce shook his head, "Afraid I'm not familiar with it" 


Janick gave a warmer smile now. "We're playing at the Blackbird Arms tomorrow night. Maybe you can pop 


round to see us." 
Just try to keep me away, Bruce thought. Aloud he said, "I'm not sure, but I'll see if | can" 


After another restless night in his tiny bedsit, Bruce muddled through his day, unable to concentrate on any 
of his classes. In his mind all he could see was Janick - lean, long-legged blond Janick with eyes as blue as 
autumn skies and that sweet, hesitant smile. The Blackbird Arms was on the other side of town so Bruce left 
early, unable to sit still, anxious for another chance to get to know the man who had completely taken over his 
consciousness. It was as though he was drawn to Janick like a magnet. He knew the band wouldn't start their 
set until 9:00 so he grabbed a choice spot with a good view of the raised dais that passed for a stage, 
ordered a beer, and waited. It was Friday night and the pub was a popular one among the University students, 


it filled up quickly and Bruce saw a few acquaintances. He passed the time chatting with them but inwardly he 
felt his anticipation growing, feeling almost like a kid on Christmas Eve. A part of Bruce felt foolish. He didn't 
know Janick, had only spoken a dozen words to him, yet the man had somehow become the center of his entire 
existence. Nothing like that had ever happened to him before, he prided himself on his self reliance and 


common sense. To be so centered on another human being was totally alien to his nature. 


Out of the corner of his eye Bruce saw a flash of honey gold hair. Janick was there, setting up equipment on 
the stage with four other guys. Bruce didn't spare them even a passing glance. Janick moved with an easy 
grace that made something in Bruce's stomach tighten but it was several minutes before he became aware 
that he was becoming sexually aroused from merely watching the man from a distance. That hadn't happened 
since his crush on Judith Maury in primary school, and it had never been caused by another man. It took 
actual concentration on Bruce's part to will away his excitement and he made an effort to enjoy the show as 
the band started their set. They were good overall, but Janick was mesmerizing. He played a battered white 
Fender, his long fingers flowing across the frets as effortlessly as water in a stream, and every note was 


perfection 


White Spirit played for forty minutes then took a break, mingling out into the crowd. Janick went up to the bar 
and Bruce came to stand next to him. 

Before he could even speak, Janick turned to him with a warm smile. 

"Bruce, you made it! Good to see youl" Even in the din of the busy bar his voice was gentle. 

"You're brilliant with that Strat, Janick!" Bruce had never been one to mince words, he admired the man's skill 
and said as much. 

Jan beamed, obviously pleased. They stood there for several minutes, attempting to make conversation while 
being jostled by others crowding up to the bar to place orders. One of Jan 's band mates said something to 
him from behind Bruce and Janick leaned forward to hear better, brushing against Bruce. Bruce felt a physical 
jolt at the feel of Janick's lithe thigh and hip against him and the arousal he felt earlier returned tenfold. He 
felt his mouth grow dry, and when Janick turned back to him he could scarcely speak. 

"When will you be through tonight?" he managed to ask. 

"One more set, less than an hour. The regular band comes on after us." 

"Care to go someplace else for a quiet drink then?" Bruce placed emphasis on the word ‘quiet: 

Janick smiled, but Bruce looked into those blue eyes and saw something there. He knew beyond a doubt that 
the blond had felt the same electric spark when their bodies had touched. Jan's smile faded but his look 
intensified. "Sounds good. I'll find you after the equipment is packed up." Bruce may have imagined hearing a 
slight tremor in the Janick's voice. 

If anyone asked Bruce later songs what White Spirit played in their second set, he couldn't have told. The loud 
music was mere background noise even though he moved closer to the band, ignoring the jostle of bodies 
around him. The only body of any importance was Janick's and several times as he played, Bruce saw the 
guitarist seek him out in the crowd. Near the end of the performance Janick locked eyes with Bruce and 
slowly, very deliberately, held his guitar in front of him perpendicular to his body and thrust his hips into it as 
he played. Bruce was certain he was going to embarrass himself right there in the pub, it felt as though a 
bolt of white hot lightening went straight to his groin. It was several seconds before he remembered to 
breathe. 


Bruce was glad it took the band fifteen or twenty minutes to tear down their gear, it gave him some much 


needed time to compose himself. A couple of kids acting as roadies then hauled the equipment away so the 
house band could set up next, and Bruce saw Janick make his way to his table. His blond hair was slightly 


disheveled and damp with perspiration and to Bruce's eyes he seemed to glow. 


Once outside in the cool autumn night the quiet was almost overwhelming after the noise indoors. "Where do 
you want to go?" Janick asked, glancing over at Bruce. 

"Umm..." Bruce was having trouble forming coherent thoughts, conscious of Jan's arm occasionally brushing 
against his as they walked, "I don't really know, I'm not familiar with this part of town" 

"We could just go to my flat, then. I've got some beer there." 

"You have your own flat?" Bruce was surprised. He could barely afford his bedsit. 

"Not mine exactly, | room with two of the guys in the band but they're all going to a party someplace tonight. 
We'll be the only ones there." Bruce detected something in Jan's voice as he said that, a kind of hesitance 


It was a good thirty minutes walk to Janick's place and they kept up quiet conversation as they walked, learning 
a bit more about one another and their backgrounds. It somehow felt as though they had known each other 
forever, their words coming naturally interspersed with periods of companionable silence. 

The flat Jan and his roommates shared had two bedrooms, one large one which the other two occupied and 
one small one which was Jan's, as well as a combination kitchen and lounge. Bruce sat on the sofa as Jan 
brought them two beers, sitting beside him. Bruce took a long swallow of the beer to give himself a minute. He 


was acutely aware of Jan sitting mere inches away. 


Jan interrupted him, "Bruce, | know what you're going to say." 

"You do?" Bruce doubted that very much. 

Janick nodded, scooting closer until his leq was pressed against Bruce's. "I do. It's ..it's not just you. | feel it 
too." 

Before he realized he was moving, Bruce found himself seizing Jan's shoulders, pulling him close, bringing his 
lips against his in the way he'd been thinking about ever since the first day he'd seen him across the 
courtyard. This was what he wanted, he realized, what he wanted more than he'd ever wanted anything in his 
life. He wanted to possess this beautiful man, he wanted to know every inch of that incredible body and take it 
for his own. 

And it seemed Janick wanted it too. Jan met his kiss with an equal intensity and it was Jan who licked his 
tongue against Bruce's lips, asking for and gaining entry, twirling against Bruce's tongue in a dance that seemed 
to sear itself right into Bruce's soul. He completely lost his sense of time and place, he was only aware of the 
smooth white skin beneath his fingers as he slid his hands under the hem of Jan's shirt, marveling at the 
hard, flat stomach and the way Jan's chest was so devoid of hair, unlike his own. 

Janick's moaned, moving so he half sat in Bruce's lap, never breaking the kiss as he did, and Bruce could feel 
the other man's excitement against his stomach. He wrapped his arm around the blond, pulling him down until 
he was lying on top of him, moving so his own erection was pressed hard against Jan's. It was as though some 
kind of instinct took them both over as their passion for one another enveloped them completely. They made 
love there on the couch, then moved into Jan's room and, scarcely pausing, made love again. Bruce felt he 
couldn't get enough of Jan, that he would never get enough. 

They lay together, still breathless, coming down from an incredible simultaneous orgasm that caused them 


both to cry out loudly enough for the entire building to hear. Janick idly played with the thick dark hair on 


Bruce's chest and stomach, looking up at the darker man with a sated smile. 

"You know whats happening, don't you?" Bruce asked, looking down into the clear, ice blue eyes so close to him. 
Janick nodded, still smiling. "| know. This is something that's going to last a long, long time." 

Bruce placed a kiss on top of his lover's head. "A lifetime." 


xx% THE END **%* 


